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on a January day I sat in a train bound for Budapest and my eyes
wandered at random about the carriage I was in. It was an unusu-
ally comfortable and pleasant one and the seats were upholstered,
not in the dreary and nondescript browns and reds and greeny
that usually exhaust the resources of the railway-carriage decora-
tor, but in a pleasant grey stuff with a flowered pattern on it.
Something in that pattern fixed my attention. Where had I seen
it before? It was a pattern of three flowers, red, blue and white.
Suddenly I remembered. It was the national device of Austria,
something far more fitting as a national emblem for that country
than the red-white-red flag which it was wont to hoist on high
days and holidays, Gentian, edelweiss, almenrausch. Everywhere
in Austria you had seen that motif, on china and glass and textiles,
and everywhere you went in Austria you saw those three flowers.
I well remember the joy with which I first found them growing,
in Austria.
Then I looked about the carriage and saw, on the white cushion-
covers, the letters O.B.B. — Oesterreichische Bundesbahnen, or
Austrian State Railways. Here, by chance, I had found a little
piece of old Austria on wheels.
Old tnemories sprang to life. I thought of Vienna, of my rooms,
of my office, of Linz, of the Wienerwald, of the Salzkamtnergut.
With a shock, I remembered that a year before, almost to the day,
I had been in Budapest, and Schuschnigg had then been there too,
still as Austrian Chancellor. Schuschnigg! The name now seemed
like a dim echo from, a remote past.
I thought, as I looked at those three flowers, how much had
happened in less than a year. Germany, with a sword in one hand
and Mein Kampfm the other, was going ahead fast, too fast for
the old men in other countries who would not listen to warnings,
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